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Cart is necessarily a descent from Saint Joan. Indeed
Shaw ranks it so far below as to describe it as * a frightful
bag of stage tricks, as old as Sophocles/ Maybe it is:
it is not necessarily the worse for that. Indeed that may
explain its liveliness and popularity.
King Magnus, who so nearly upsets the British consti-
tutional and political apple cart, is made so adroit and
likeable that many thought Shaw in his early old age was
turning Royalist. They did not know their man.
The Interlude's knockabout of tickles and sprawls, by
the way, is an authentic piece of autobiography. Shaw has
assured us that at Pygmalion rehearsals Mrs. Patrick Camp-
bell would frequently try to detain him, sometimes by force
('and she was a strong woman') for the sheer devilment of
making him late for Charlotte, just as Orinthia exercises
all her wiles to keep Magnus from Jemima. Boanerges,
too, would not be quite the same character if John Burns
have never lived.
The Apple Cart is a Benjamin in Shaw's large family of
plays, and somehow always seemed to get preferential treat-
ment. This, in the event, was always justified, for the play
was successful everywhere. It was written to open the first
Malvern Festival; in London it was Sir Barry Jackson's
one solid financial success with Shaw; in Canada the Col-
bourne-Jones Company established several records with it;
and in 1946 it was chosen by Basil Dean and Barry Jones
as the play for E.N.S.A.'s grand finale for the allied troops
in Europe. As such it was the first play performed in
English by an English company to which the conquered
Germans were admitted.
The Apple Cart was not new to Germany, of course^
Max Reinhardt having produced it in 1930 under the title
Der Kaiser von America; and Barry Jones recalls how
Berlin's Theater des Westens was filled to standing room
only with attentive serious-minded theatre-going Germans,
many with treasured old copies of the play in their hands,
comparing Dean's production with Reinhardt's and his own
performance with Werner Krauss's after a lapse of sixteen
nostalgic years. Barry Jones also recalls the working of
the Russian mind, at once thorough and obtuse. The